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ONCE  upon  a  time,  not  so  long  ago,  two  humans  drifted  out 
of  the  storm  onto  the  shores  of  a  tiny  isle,  somewhere  in 
the  South  Seas. 

John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe,  chance  companions  of  a 
depression  and  of  a  hurricane,  dragged  their  battered  life-boat 
up  the  sandy  beach,  and  dropped  exhausted  into  complete 
oblivion,  little  caring  what  the  morrow  had  in  store. 

The  two  were  strangely  misfit  physically.  John  was  small, 
wiry,  with  keen  eyes ;  Dick  was  tall,  strongly  built,  but  of  quiet 
unaggressive  manner.  Each  after  leaving  college  had  plunged 
into  a  business  world  gone  completely  awry,  then  by  separate 
and  devious  ways  both  had  eventually,  through  force  of  cir 
cumstances,  enlisted  as  ordinary  seamen  on  the  freighter  which 
had  just  foundered. 


Awakening  with  a  blazing  sun  full  upon  them,  they  arose 
and  in  mutual  silence  regarded  the  semi-tropical  isle  upon  which 
Fate  had  turned  them.  A  long  stretch  of  beach  backed  by  a 
luxurious  forest,  broken  close  at  hand  by  the  waters  of  a  sub 
stantial  river,  -  -  that  was  all  they  saw! 

"  So  this  is  that,  "  said  John. 

"  Which  is  what?  "  grunted  Dick. 

"  Meaning,  "  said  John,  "  that  this  is  probably  your  world 
in  which  you  can  try  that  Newer  Deal  you  were  talking  so 
much  about  during  the  poker  game  in  the  fo'castle  the  other 
night,  --and  you  may  have  a  long  time  in  which  to  experiment.  " 

"  Not  in  the  mood  for  experimenting,  '  Dick  retorted, 
"  I'm  hungry,  -  -  let's  investigate.  " 

Several  days  of  exploration  proved  the  isle  to  be  uninhabited 
but  very  fertile,  with  the  natural  products  of  both  tropical  and 
temperate  climes.  The  survey  completed,  John  and  Dick  sat 
one  day  at  the  edge  of  the  river,  gazing  pensively  at  the  sea. 

"  Dick,  "  said  John,  "  we  must  go  to  work.  The  supplies 
in  that  boat  cannot  last  beyond  another  week,  and  my  guess  is 
that  we  are  here  for  the  rest  of  our  lives.  ' 

Dick  stretched  himself  full  length  in  the  sun  and  yawned. 
Ambition  had  left  him. 

"  Oh,  yeah,  —  and  what  do  you  want  to  do?  "  he  asked. 
"  There's  plenty  of  fruit  on  the  trees,  fish  in  the  river  and  corn 
in  the  fields.  We  can  build  ourselves  a  hut  from  the  bamboo 
and  make  clothes  from  the  leaves  of  the  nipa  palms.  What 
more  can  we  ask?  " 


"  Hobo !  If  we  work  together  intelligently  we  can  help  each 
other  to  provide  better  food,  better  clothing  and  more  comforts. 
This  isle  is  our  world,  ours  alone.  Let's  see  what  we  can  do 
with  it.  " 

Dick  grunted  again,  stretched  his  huge  form  in  the  sands, 
and  rolled  over  in  simple  contentment. 

"  I  vote  for  Robinson  Crusoe,  "  he  said. 

After  a  bit  John  arose.  Without  another  word  he  deposited 
nearby  half  of  the  provisions  from  the  boat.  He  clambered  in 
and  rowed  across  the  river. 

Thus,  without  argument  and  by  tacit  agreement,  they 
started  to  work  out  their  own  ideas  of  a  new  existence. 


WEEKS  passed.  Dick  had  dragged  down  to  a  clearing 
in  the  fertile  land  adjoining  the  beach  a  quantity  of 
bamboo  and  had  fashioned  a  crude  hut. 

Across  the  river  he  saw  John  contenting  himself  with  the 
protection  of  a  tiny  strip  of  sail  from  the  life-boat,  stretched 
upon  poles,  but  busy  all  day  long  and  far  into  the  night  working 
with  some  stones  dragged  from  the  river  bed. 

Then  John  disappeared  into  the  interior. 

Meanwhile  Dick  provided  himself  with  satisfactory  meals 
by  fishing  and  collecting  cocoanuts  and  fruits  from  the  jungle. 


* 
* 


One  day  as  he  was  finishing  a  modest  noonday  meal,  Dick 
was  astounded  to  see  floating  down  the  river  a  huge  raft  of 


bamboo  piled  high  with  nipa  leaves  and  timber.  John  was  at 
a  rudder-like  affair  at  the  back  of  this  strange  craft.  He  steered 
to  the  shore  on  Dick's  side  as  the  latter  strolled  down  for  a  chat. 

"  What  have  you  been  doing  these  days,  John?  Why 
haven't  you  built  yourself  a  hut?  " 

"  I've  been  too  busy  making  tools.  You  can't  build  a 
proper  house  without  tools.  But  I  am  almost  starved,  -  -  no 
time  to  collect  any  decent  food.  " 

"  Fine,  "  Dick  said,  "  I  will  let  you  have  some  of  my  fish 
and  fruit  in  exchange  for  some  of  your  nipa  leaves.  " 


* 
* 


Soon  with  the  aid  of  crude  derricks  and  other  mechanical 
contrivances  made  with  his  tools,  John  was  completing  a  sub 
stantial  one-story  building.  Dick  was  intrigued,  and  swam 
across  the  river  to  investigate. 

"  I  would  like  a  house  like  yours,  "  Dick  said,  "  though 
perhaps  not  so  large.  How  am  I  going  to  get  it?  " 

"  Simple  enough,  "  said  John.  "  I  will  rent  you  my  tools. 
I  don't  need  them  right  now.  If  you  work  hard  you  can  in 
one  day  collect  fruit  and  catch  fish  sufficient  to  last  for  five 
days.  It  took  me  a  week  to  make  these  tools.  I  will  loan  you 
my  tools  for  three  days  for  one  day's  collection  of  fruit  and  fish.  " 

"  That  seems  to  work  out  at  over  fifteen  per  cent,  "  Dick 
said,  "  but  I'll  take  you.  I  would  rather  pick  fruit  and  catch 
fish  than  make  tools  of  my  own.  " 

Dick  swam  back  and  spent  a  couple  of  days  in  collecting 


supplies.  Then  John  rowed  over,  took  his  share  of  the  food 
and  loaned  his  tools  to  Dick,  with  the  understanding  that  they 
would  be  returned  at  the  end  of  three  days. 

John,  with  a  packet  of  food,  went  into  the  interior  again. 


* 
* 


Eventually  Dick  had  a  well  built  one-story  house,  and 
John  had  his  tools,  but  Dick  had  been  six  days  late  in  returning 
them,  so  John  insisted  upon,  and  received,  another  two  days' 
collection  of  food. 

Dick  still  looked  upon  the  business  transaction  as  a  good 
joke,  but  John  was  quite  serious. 

While  Dick  was  building  his  house  John  was  busy  in  the 
fields  on  his  side  of  the  river  with  a  queer  contraption  which 
resembled  a  plow.  From  the  interior  of  the  island  he  had 
brought  out  wheat,  corn  and  a  variety  of  other  plants.  His 
new  existence  was  intriguing  him,  and  he  worked  feverishly. 

"  Why  not  take  it  easy,  "  Dick  said  to  him  one  evening. 
"  We're  comfortably  housed  and  we  have  plenty  of  food.  Why 
make  life  so  complicated?  " 

"  You  wait  and  see,  "  said  John. 


MONTHS  rolled  by,  -  -  each  of  them  busy  in  his  own  way. 
Dick,  despite  his  instinctive  lassitude,  was  forced  to  a 
certain  amount  of  activity.  He  was  beginning  to  realize  that 
with  work,  planning  and  a  little  forebearance,  the  life  on  their 
desert  island  could  be  made  quite  tolerable. 

John  had  built  from  stones,  carried  from  the  mountains  on 
his  big  raft,  a  mill,  and  was  preparing  to  grind  his  wheat  into 
flour.  Dick  resented  John's  activity,  but  nevertheless  had  to 
take  it  into  account.  One  evening  before  the  harvest  and  in 
front  of  the  open  fire  in  John's  home  Dick  yielded  slightly  to 
the  spirit  which  was  animating  John  and  conceded, 

"  It  would  be  nice  to  have  some  bread.  Wont  you  let  me 
help  you  with  the  crop?  " 

"  Certainly,  "  said  John.  "  There  are  many  things  I  would 
rather  do  than  bring  in  grain  and  grind  it  in  the  mill.  If  you 


will  do  that  work  for  me  I  will  give  you  ten  per  cent  of  the  flour 
and  meal.  " 

Dick  objected  to  doing  all  of  the  work  and  having  only  a 
small  fraction  of  the  result,  but  John  was  firm. 

"  If  you  don't  produce  anything  yourself  and  have  only 
two  hands  to  offer,  which  I  have  too,  you  must  accept  my 
terms  if  you  really  want  what  I  have.  " 

Dick,  having  little  choice,  agreed,  -  -  and  eventually  had 
some  bread. 


Dick  was  decidedly  annoyed  with  the  way  things  were 
going.  The  next  season  he  took  steps  to  improve  his  position. 
He  arranged  to  plow  two  fields  for  John  in  return  for  the  loan 
of  the  plowing  equipment. 

At  harvest  time  John  and  Dick  each  had  his  own  wheat 
and  corn,  -  -  and  each  did  his  own  work  in  the  fields. 

John  spent  several  quiet  evenings  philosophizing  on  that 
situation. 

He  could  not  sell  Dick  any  wheat  or  corn.  John  had  to 
collect  fruit  and  fish  for  himself.  The  best  bargain  he  could 
make  with  Dick  was  that  the  latter  grind  John's  wheat  and 
corn  in  exchange  for  the  right  to  use  John's  mill  to  grind  his  own. 
John  begrudged  the  waste  of  time  to  hunt  for  food.  He  was 
busy  constructing  a  furnace  in  which  to  melt  some  interesting 
rock  formations  recently  found  in  the  interior. 

But  John  had  his  plan  and  decided  to  bide  his  time. 
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AT  the  next  harvest  each  again  gathered  in  his  own  grain. 
John  had  just  enough  for  his  own  use,  but  Dick  had  twice 
the  crop  of  the  year  before.  However,  John's  fruit  trees  were 
yielding  him  all  the  fruit  he  needed,  and  he  caught  fish  simply 
for  recreation. 

It  was  a  bad  year  for  Dick.  He  had  not  built  a  flour  mill, 
and  John  forced  him  to  give  up  half  his  crop  of  wheat  and  corn 
in  exchange  for  the  use  of  his  mill.  John  put  what  he  did  not 
need  in  storage. 

"  John,  "  said  Dick  one  day,  "you  are  wasting  time  planting 
wheat  and  corn.  I  can  easily  raise  enough  for  both  of  us. 
You  try  something  else.  I  will  give  you  a  quarter  of  my  crop 
for  the  use  of  your  mill  to  grind  the  whole  lot.  " 

John  hesitated,  then  said,  "  Let's  try  it.  "  And  so  they 
did,  —  for  a  time. 


ANOTHER  season  passed.  John  duly  received  the  quarter 
of  Dick's  harvest  for  the  use  of  the  mill.  He  had  devoted 
his  extra  time  to  his  laboratory  and  eventually  applied  his  new 
machinery  to  the  production  of  a  small  field  of  tobacco  and 
the  first  crop  had  just  come  in. 

After  several  years  of  abstinence  John  was  enjoying  a  quiet 
smoke  on  the  verandah  of  his  nipa  palace  when  Dick  came 
across  the  river  to  make  his  semi-occasional  call.  John  enjoyed 
immensely  Dick's  surprise  when  he  offered  the  latter  a  smoke. 

"  This  is  great!  "  said  Dick.  "  Let  me  have  some  of  your 
tobacco.  " 

"  Gladly,  but  what  will  you  pay  me  with?  " 

"  For  a  quarter  of  your  tobacco  I  will  give  you  another 
quarter  of  my  grain.  " 
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"  Nothing  doing,  "  said  John,  "  I  have  enough  wheat  and 
corn  with  what  you  pay  me  for  the  use  of  my  mill,  and  a  surplus 
in  storage.  I  might  take  a  bit  more  for  storage,  but  doubling 
my  supply  is  of  so  little  importance  that  I  couldn't  give  you 
but  a  few  pounds  of  tobacco  for  a  quarter  of  your  crop.  " 

"  But  I  haven't  anything  else  to  give,  unless  I  can  bring 
you  more  fruit. " 

"  No,  I  don't  want  any  more  fruit.  My  trees  are  bearing 
very  well.  " 

"  Then,  what  can  we  do  about  it?  " 

"  That  is  up  to  you,  "  said  John.  "  You  can  smoke  as 
much  as  you  like  while  you  are  my  guest,  but  as  a  matter  of 
principle  I  wont  sell  you  any  tobacco  unless  you  can  give  me 
something  that  I  want.  Why  don't  you  use  some  ingenuity 
and  produce  something  which  neither  of  us  has,  then  you  could 
have  a  basis  for  exchange.  " 

"  The  trouble  is,  John,  that  you  want  to  make  life  too 
complicated.  We  could  be  perfectly  happy  here  without 
anything  more.  " 

"  Perhaps  you  could  if  you  were  here  all  alone,  but  you 
can't  while  I  am  across  the  river  from  you.  I  want  more 
comforts  and  more  pleasures.  Then  when  you  see  them,  you 
want  them  too.  " 

"  True  enough,  "  said  Dick,  "  but  what  am  I  to  produce?  " 

"  Well,  don't  produce  more  grain.  When  there  is  more 
than  we  can  eat  the  rest  is  worth  nothing,  and  in  fact  no  par 
ticular  part  of  it  is  worth  anything.  " 

"  Rats,  "  said  Dick.  But  he  went  home  without  any 
tobacco,  to  think  it  over. 


11 


*         * 
* 


Dick's  last  remark  had  given  him  a  queer  sensation.  There 
was  too  much  grain,  or,  in  other  words,  too  few  people  to  eat  it. 
He  wished  some  fairy  god-mother  would  come  along  to  help 
him  out.  As  he  slept  he  dreamed  that  wandering  in  the  interior 
he  had  stumbled  upon  a  colony  of  rats,  and  that  they  followed 
him,  and  followed,  like  a  veritable  army,  -  -  until  he  slipped 
quietly  into  the  river  and  escaped. 

The  next  morning,  to  Dick's  astonishment,  he  found  his 
surplus  supply  of  grain,  which  he  had  stacked  in  the  fields, 
more  than  half  eaten  away.  The  army  of  rats  had  been  real. 
He  shivered  with  a  bit  of  superstitious  fear. 

Bursting  with  curiosity,  he  went  over  to  see  John.  He 
also  was  tremendously  upset.  The  rats  had  destroyed  all  of  the 
supply  of  grain  which  he  had  in  storage. 

The  rats  had  completely  disappeared.  Dick  was  afraid 
to  tell  John  of  the  coincidence  of  his  weird  dream.  He  was 
puzzled,  and  worried  until  he  heard  John  saying, 

"  Thoe  blooming  rats  have  upset  all  my  calculations.  I 
haven't  enough  grain  for  my  needs,  and  you  must  let  me  have 
some  of  yours.  I  will  pay  you  in  tobacco.  " 

Dick,  remembering  John's  hard-boiled  attitude  the  night 
before,  managed  to  say,  "  But  I  doubt  if  I  have  any  to  spare. 
The  rats  have  destroyed  half  of  all  that  I  had  put  by.  We 
will  have  to  meet  our  needs  again  with  fruit  and  fish.  " 

"  But  that  wont  do.  I  must  have  more  grain.  What  will 
you  take  for  half  of  what  you  have  left?  " 
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Dick  was  a  little  surprised  at  John's  vehemence,  and 
became  cautious.  "  I'm  not  particularly  interested  in  selling 
it,  "  he  said,  "  but  still  what  will  you  offer?  " 

John  was  in  earnest.  "  I  will  give  you  three-quarters  of  my 
tobacco  crop  for  all  of  your  wheat.  You  can  keep  all  of  the 
corn.  " 

"  That's  not  good  enough,  "  said  Dick. 

"  Well  then  I  will  give  you  all  of  my  tobacco  crop  for 
three-quarters  of  your  wheat.  " 

"  Done,  "  said  Dick,  and  departed,  dazed  at  the  sudden 
turn  of  events. 

"  Funny  thing,  "  muttered  Dick  as  he  swam  home,  "  what 
I  have  is  half  of  what  I  had,  but  half  of  what  I  have  is  worth 
twice  as  much  as  what  I  had  before !  " 


MONTHS  later  Dick  was  still  wondering  about  the  episode  of 
the  rats,  when  he  saw  with  amazement  a  most  uncanny 
looking  diminutive  form  leaving  the  door  of  John's  laboratory 
across  the  river.  It  ambled  to  the  river's  edge,  stopped  at  the 
pumping  station  which  John  had  installed,  did  something  or 
other,  and  then  returned  to  the  laboratory. 

Dick  was  stupefied.  He  knew  well  from  repeated  search 
of  the  island  that,  except  for  a  few  wild  animals  and  the  mysteri 
ous  rats,  there  were  no  living  creatures  other  than  John  and 
himself.  Overcome  with  curiosity  he  hastened  to  the  other 
shore  and  met  John  coming  out  of  his  laboratory. 

"  What  is  that  thing  I  saw  walking  around?  "  he  demanded. 

"  That's  my  little  robot.  I  have  just  completed  a  machine 
which  is  almost  human.  It  is  entirely  of  metal  and  by  placing 
in  it  a  given  quantity  of  ordinary  wheat  a  chemical  is  produced 


14 


which  will  keep  it  running  for  twenty-four  hours.  It  will  do 
almost  any  kind  of  work  according  to  the  way  it  is  constructed.  " 

"  And  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  it?  "  asked  Dick. 

"  I  will  have  it  do  my  heavy  work,  so  that  I  may  have  more 
time  for  my  laboratory.  " 

Dick  examined  the  weird  little  thing.  With  ill-concealed 
pride  John  explained  its  mechanism.  "  Soon  I  will  have  an 
army  of  them,  "  he  said  as  Dick  started  for  home. 

That  remark  gave  Dick  an  idea. 


*        * 

* 


Harvest  time  came.  On  John's  side  of  the  river  the  robots 
were  hopping  around  actively  at  different  kinds  of  work.  These 
little  fellows  had  been  a  heavy  drain  on  John's  supply  of  wheat. 
In  fact  it  was  almost  exhausted. 

Dick  decided  to  try  out  his  idea.  He  had  a  big  crop,  but  he 
stored  all  of  it  and  went  to  work  to  construct  an  old-fashioned 
Hail. 

Eventually  John  came  over. 

"  Dick,  "  he  said,  "  what's  the  big  idea?  You  have  had 
your  wheat  stacked  here  for  weeks  and  you  haven't  brought  it 
to  my  mill.  " 

"  Yes,  "  said  Dick,  "  That's  because  I  thought  I  would 
not  use  your  mill  this  year.  I'm  going  to  thresh  what  I  need 
with  that  little  implement  yonder  and  save  myself  the  work 
of  carrying  grain  across  the  river  to  your  mill,  not  to  mention 
the  labor  of  grinding  it  for  both  of  us.  " 
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"  But  Dick,  I  must  have  wheat.  I  need  it  for  myself  and 
for  fuel  for  my  family  of  gnomes.  It  was  understood  that  you 
would  produce  the  wheat  for  both  of  us !  " 

"  I  know,  "  said  Dick,  "  but,  as  you  once  said  to  me,  what 
can  we  do  about  it?  I  want  something  more  for  my  wheat 
than  the  use  of  your  mill.  " 

"  But  you  agreed !  "  protested  John. 

"  Well,  so  I  did,  "  said  Dick,  "  but  what  of  it?  You 
advised  me  not  to  produce  a  surplus  of  grain,  and  berated  me 
because  I  had  no  other  product  to  trade  with.  Well,  your 
robots  have  developed  a  demand  for  grain,  and  now  I  have 
something  that  you  want,  and  want  very  badly.  " 

"  Remember  the  tobacco  deal,  which  didn't  come  off  until 
the  rats  helped  me  out,  "  he  concluded. 

John  was  annoyed,  and  went  home  in  stubborn  silence. 


Dick  held  his  ground.  Some  days  later  he  was  delighted 
to  see  that  John's  little  gnomes  were  scattered  all  over  the  place 
like  broken  toys,  inactive  for  lack  of  fuel.  John,  instead  of 
spending  his  time  in  his  laboratory,  was  engaged  most  of  the 
day  in  his  orchards. 

Dick  worked  steadily  with  his  flail,  with  a  new  determin- 
nation. 

Soon  John  crossed  the  river  again.  He  regarded  Dick 
with  a  new-born  respect. 
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"  See  here,  Dick,  what  do  you  gain  by  this?  You  have 
nothing  to  sell  me  but  grain,  and  I  am  quite  ready  to  give  you 
in  exchange  the  use  of  any  of  my  facilities.  " 

"  I  know  you  are,  John,  but  I  am  not  interested  in  borrowing 
anything  just  now.  By  the  way,  you  may  recall  a  long  lecture 
you  gave  me  about  overproduction  of  necessities  and  diversifi 
cation.  I  figure  that  is  secondary,  though  none  the  less  sound, 
to  the  very  important  principle  to  be  sure  to  produce  at  least 
enough  of  your  own  necessities.  ' 

John  remained  silent. 

Dick  was  enjoying  the  situation  hugely.  He  wanted  to 
rub  it  in. 

"  Isn't  it  odd,  '  he  said,  "  if  you  haven't  enough  of  a 
necessity  it's  worth  everything,  and  if  you  have  too  much  it's 
worth  nothing.  ' 

John  saw  that  he  was  in  a  hole  and  gave  in. 

"  What's  your  price?  "  he  asked  ungraciously. 

"  For  a  quarter  of  my  grain  crop  I  want  the  use  of  your 
mill  and  half  of  your  tobacco  and  half  of  your  robots.  >! 

"  Don't  be  absurd,  '''  said  John.  "  You  are  offering  me 
only  a  quarter  of  one  season's  product  of  food  for  the  results  of 
several  years  of  my  labor  and  invention.  " 

"  True,  but  I  mean  to  drive  a  hard  bargain  while  I  may. 
You  have  had  me  in  a  hole  ever  since  we  blew  onto  this  island, 
but  perhaps  after  this  year  our  score  will  be  even.  In  any 
event,  if  you  don't  accept  my  offer,  you  wont  have  sufficient 
food  and  your  robots  will  be  useless.  Figure  it  out  for  yourself, 
-  what  is  it  worth?  ' 

John  laughed.     "  You  win,  "  he  said. 
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DICK  was  having  a  grand  time.  With  the  gnomes  acquired 
from  John  he  increased  his  acreage  of  grain,  built  himself 
warehouses  and  a  more  spacious  home,  hoping  to  match  the 
development  which  John  had  already  achieved. 

In  some  of  his  new-found  leisure  he  again  explored  the 
interior,  and  in  an  out-of-the-way  corner  he  found  a  large 
supply  of  gold  in  small  nuggets,  all  of  the  same  size.  He  brought 
back  a  handful  and  immediately  dispatched  a  couple  of  his 
gnomes  to  bring  in  some  more. 

In  the  evening  he  pushed  across  the  river  to  tell  of  his 
discovery.  He  found  John  in  an  easy  chair  on  the  verandah, 
sipping  a  long  iced  drink  of  cocoanut  whisky. 

"  John,  "  he  blurted,  -  -  holding  out  a  handful  of  nuggets, 
"  I  have  found  gold !  " 

John  took  another  drink.  "  Quite  pretty,  "  he  remarked 
without  enthusiasm. 
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"  But  this  is  wealth !  "  Dick  exclaimed,  still  in  the  spirit 
of  his  first  excitement. 

"  Wealth  for  whom?  " 

"  Why  for  me,  of  course,  -  -  I  found  it.  " 

"  Yes,  "  said  John,  "  but  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  it?  " 

"  Why  I'm  going  to  buy  all  the  things  that  you  have,  — • 
drinks  and  smokes,  machinery,  chemicals,  all  the  things  you 
have  been  making.  ' 

"  No,  you  wont!  I  don't  want  any  gold.  I  don't  like  the 
looks  of  it,  —  it  is  too  bright.  " 

As  Dick  did  not  quite  get  the  point,  John  said,  "  Wake  up, 
Dick,  this  is  not  the  U.S.A. !  " 

Dick  finally  came  out  of  his  trance,  "  Funny  how  the  sight 
of  gold  upsets  a  man.  Of  course  it's  of  no  practical  use.  " 

"  Well,  we  might  use  it  as  a  sort  of  money,  "  John  said, 
"  to  save  ourselves  lugging  back  and  forth  across  the  river  some 
of  the  things  which  we  exchange.  " 

"  Good  idea,  "  said  Dick,  "  but  of  course  we  need  some 
basis  of  value.  I  figure  that  it  will  take  one  of  the  gnomes  about 
a  week  to  reach  the  cache  and  bring  back  a  handful  of  these 
nuggets.  I  suggest  that  we  agree  that  one  nugget  is  the  value 
of  a  gnome's  work  day.  At  least  we  can  start  on  that.  If  the 
supply  of  gold  is  too  great,  or  if  it  can  be  brought  out  in  less 
time,  we  will  have  to  change.  " 

John  laughingly  agreed,  and  with  a  shake  of  the  hand  the 
island  went  on  a  gold  basis. 


DICK  was  unable  to  resist  the  lure  of  the  gold.  He  sent  his 
little  gnomes  into  the  hills  until  he  had  a  very  imposing 
pile  of  the  nuggets.  He  still  visioned  riches,  —  and  with  compar 
atively  little  effort. 

Just  as  his  grain  was  all  in  from  the  fields  Dick  heard 
floating  across  the  river  the  clatter  of  machinery  in  John's  mill. 
To  his  astonishment  he  observed  dozens  of  the  little  gnomes 
busily  carrying  into  the  mill  huge  bundles  of  grain.  With  a 
sinking  heart  Dick  realized  what  had  happened. 

Having  learned  his  lesson,  John  had  produced  his  own 
supply  of  grain  in  fields  far  enough  away  to  be  beyond  Dick's 
observation. 

Dick  went  over  immediately,  feeling  very  pugnacious. 

"  This  is  a  dirty  trick.  You  agreed  that  I  was  to  produce 
the  grain  for  both  of  us.  Now  I  have  twice  as  much  as  I  can 
use,  and  I  suppose  you  have  enough  for  yourself.  " 
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"  I  certainly  have,  "  said  John.  "  You  got  me  nicely  last 
year  and  I  don't  intend  to  be  caught  again.  You  made  me  pay 
heavily  for  my  mistake,  and  now,  -  -  I  am  going  to  make  you 
pay.  If  you  want  to  use  my  mill  and  have  a  share  of  my  tobacco 
you  must  pay  my  price,  and  in  gold.  " 

Dick  argued,  and  all  but  lost  his  temper.  But  there  was 
not  much  he  could  do  about  it. 

Finally,  to  obtain  the  use  of  John's  mill,  some  tobacco  and 
some  more  gnomes,  he  gave  up  most  of  his  supply  of  shining 
nuggets. 


John  and  Dick  did  not  see  each  other  for  a  long  time  after 
that.  Dick  was  discouraged.  His  dreams,  aroused  by  the  gold 
mine,  had  been  rudely  shattered.  To  make  matters  worse  his 
gnomes  reported  that  the  supply  at  the  cache  was  practically 
exhausted. 

So  he  had  nothing  to  sell  and  nothing  with  which  to  buy. 

The  apparent  prosperity  on  the  other  side  of  the  river  only 
irritated  him.  The  number  of  John's  gnomes  was  rapidly 
increasing,  and  with  the  increase  there  appeared  more  and  more 
buildings  and  factories. 

Dick  had  plenty  to  eat  and  was  comfortable,  but  he  was 
worried. 

If  he  had  only  known  it,  John  was  worried  too. 


SEASONS  passed,  and  the  estrangement  between  the  two 
continued.  There  was  no  traffic  of  any  kind  on  the  river. 

In  desperation  one  evening  Dick  went  over  to  call.  John 
seemed  pleased  to  see  him,  but  the  conversation  was  rather 
strained.  Dick  remarked  on  the  huge  quantity  of  goods  stacked 
all  around  and  inquired  why  John  did  not  place  them  in  his 
warehouses. 

"  Because  my  warehouses  are  full  of  gasoline.  I  have 
invented  a  new  robot  which  works  much  better  on  gasoline 
than  on  grain,  so  I  have  been  making  gasoline.  " 

"  Aren't  you  prosperous!  "  sneered  Dick. 

"  Oh,  yeah !  "  said  John. 

Finally  Dick  came  to  the  point  of  his  visit. 

"  John,  my  gold  supply  has  run  out.  Lend  me  some  gold  so 
that  I  can  buy  some  of  your  new  gnomes  and  gasoline.  " 

"  In  what  will  you  eventually  pay  me?  " 
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"  Wheat.  " 

"  But  I  have  enough  wheat.  Besides  I  don't  need  as  much 
as  before  since  my  new  gnomes  live  on  gasoline.  " 

"  Well,  then  I  will  raise  tobacco  and  give  you  a  share.  " 

"  No,  I  have  enough  tobacco  for  my  needs.  " 

"  Well,  why  don't  you  give  up  your  wheat  and  tobacco  and 
let  me  raise  enough  for  both  of  us?  " 

"  Oh  no,  you  don't !     You  caught  me  that  way  once.  " 

"  But  don't  you  see,  ' '  said  Dick,  "  if  you  don't  let  me  raise 
something  which  you  haven't  we'll  never  get  anywhere.  What 
can  we  do  about  it?  5; 

"  I  don't  know,  "  mused  John.  "  If  you  would  only  use 
your  brains  and  exert  more  energy  you  might  produce  new  and 
different  things  which  I  would  like  to  have.  Then  we  could 
exchange.  I  have  on  hand  much  more  of  certain  things  than  I 
can  possibly  use  myself,  but  what  surplus  I  have  is  of  no  value 
at  all  simply  because  you  have  nothing  useful  or  interesting 
to  me.  " 

"  You  might  give  them  to  me,  "  observed  Dick. 

"  No,  -  -  that's  not  business.  If  you  can't  invent  and  make 
something  which  would  be  useful  and  interesting  for  both  of  us, 
I  may  have  to  invent  something  that  you  can  produce,  -  -  and 
give  you  the  invention.  "  He  laughed,  "  And  wouldn't  that  be 
silly.  I  could  just  as  well  have  my  own  robots  produce  it 
instead  of  having  them  produce  too  much  of  these  other  things.  " 

"  All  of  which  is  neither  there  nor  here,  "  said  Dick.  "  We 
are  in  a  practical  situation,  and  practically,  I  am  broke.  " 

"  All  right,  "  sighed  John,  "  I  will  lend  you  the  blooming 
gold.  " 
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DICK  returned,  much  elated,  with  half  of  the  island's  gold 
supply.  He  had  signed  a  piece  of  paper  agreeing  to  return 
the  amount  at  the  end  of  three  years,  with  ten  per  cent  added 
annually  for  interest. 

Dick  felt  rich  again.  After  buying  some  tobacco  and  other 
consumable  products,  he  decided  that  he  needed  some  of  the 
new-fangled  gnomes  which  lived  on  gasoline,  and  a  supply  of 
gasoline. 

John  was  not  very  anxious  to  sell  him  any  of  these  new 
workmen,  but  as  Dick  insisted  and  was  willing  to  pay  the  price 
with  nuggets,  a  deal  was  made. 

Dick  put  some  of  the  new  gnomes  in  charge  of  his  old  ones 
in  the  fields  and  factories.  The  more  promising  of  them  he 
put  to  work  on  a  laboratory.  Since  these  gnomes  had  been 
working  in  John's  laboratory  they  were  soon  able  to  produce 
some  very  satisfactory  results. 
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Dick  realized  that  it  was  essential  to  avoid  wasting  his 
limited  funds  in  buying  gasoline  from  John.  After  a  month  of 
experimentation  in  the  laboratory  his  gnomes  were  producing 
a  special  essence  from  his  surplus  grain  supply.  With  some 
trepidation  he  tried  this  substitute  nourishment  on  his  faithful 
slaves.  To  his  surprise  and  joy  he  found  that  both  the  new 
ones  and  the  old  ones  liked  it  better  than  either  the  gasoline  or 
the  wheat  diet. 

He  immediately  invested  the  remainder  of  his  gold  in  the 
latest  models  of  John's  gnomes  and  machinery. 

From  then  on  Dick  proceeded  to  provide  himself  with  all 
of  the  comforts  which  John  had  been  enjoying.  His  immediate 
purpose  was  to  make  himself  comfortable,  prosperous  and  happy. 
He  disregarded  entirely  the  problem  of  what  he  might  produce 
to  sell  to  John. 


*        * 

* 


Seasons  passed  with  both  sides  of  the  river  building  up 
rapidly.  Dick  was  particularly  gratified  because  to  all  outward 
appearances  his  metropolis  and  its  industrial  activity  had  almost 
caught  up  to  that  on  John's  side.  In  any  event  he  had  every 
thing  he  wanted  and  was  really  very  happy. 

Each  of  them  had  become  self-sufficient. 


WHEN  the  time  for  payment  of  the  loan  arrived,  Dick, 
having  quite  forgotten  about  it,  was  surprised  to  receive 
a  note  from  John  asking  him  for  payment.  At  first  Dick  was 
perturbed  as  to  what  to  do,  but  when  he  reflected  that  he  now 
had  everything  which  he  wanted  for  his  own  comfort  and  pleasure 
and  needed  nothing  more  from  John,  he  decided  to  let  John 
worry  about  it. 

Eventually  John  did  worry  about  it,  and  he  came  over  to 
see  Dick.  John  observed  with  amazement  the  activity  and 
expansion  on  Dick's  side  of  the  river. 

After  an  exchange  of  commonplaces,  John  asked,  "  How 
about  this  money  that  you  owe  me?  " 

"  I  would  like  very  much  to  pay  you  that,  John,  but  I  can't 
figure  out  just  how  I  am  going  to  do  it.  " 

"  Well,  what's  the  difficulty?  You  seem  prosperous  enough, 
-  fine  buildings,  factories  and  everything.  " 
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"  But  I  haven't  any  gold,  "  said  Dick.  "  You  have  it  all 
over  on  your  side  of  the  river  again.  I  owe  you  over  sixty  per 
cent  of  your  whole  stock  of  gold.  You  haven't  seemed  interested 
in  buying  anything  from  me,  so  I  haven't  been  able  to  get  back 
any  of  your  gold.  Suppose  I  pay  you  in  wheat?  " 

"  No.  " 

"  Then  in  tobacco?  " 

"No,  I  don't  need  any  tobacco." 

"  Well,  then  there  is  sugar  or  machinery  or  whatever  you 
like  that  I  have,  "  said  Dick. 

"  That  seems  to  be  the  rub  again,  —  I  have  everything  you 
have,  and  more  than  I  need.  In  fact  I  was  thinking  that  perhaps 
I  could  sell  you  some  gasoline.  " 

"  Not  a  chance,  "  said  Dick.  "  I  certainly  can't  buy 
anything  more  from  you,  unless,  "  and  he  hesitated,  -  -  "  you 
would  care  to  loan  me  some  more  gold.  " 

"  Don't  be  a  fool,  "  said  John.  "  As  things  now  stand  I 
might  as  well  have  made  you  a  gift  of  those  things  which  you 
bought  with  the  gold  which  I  loaned  you.  So  we  wont  go  through 
that  farce  again.  " 

"  One  thing  I  don't  like  about  this  situation,  "  said  Dick, 
"  is  that  you  are  always  blaming  me  for  not  producing  something 
that  you  want,  so  that  you  can  sell  me  something.  I  don't  see 
why  I  am  not  just  as  much  entitled  to  say  to  you,  "Why  don't 
you  want  something  that  I  've  got  so  that  you  can  sell  me 
something?  " 

They  were  both  silent  for  a  time.     Then  Dick  chuckled : 

"  I  might  chase  up  another  army  of  rats.  " 

"  Don't  bother,  "  said  John.     "  If  there's  any  destruction 
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to  be  done  I  can  do  it  myself  without  troubling  the  rats.  But 
another  destruction  of  our  products  is  only  a  temporary  solution. 
If  I  destroy  half  of  what  I  have  and  make  the  other  half  worth 
twice  as  much,  -  -  we  are  just  where  we  were  before.  " 

Dick  ventured  another  suggestion.  "  I  might  find  another 
gold  mine  on  the  island.  But  I  couldn't  expect  to  find  enough 
to  pay  you  at  the  old  rate.  Why  don't  we  raise  the  value  of  the 
gold,  say  one  hundred  per  cent,  and  then  if  I  can  find  half  as 
much  gold  as  I  borrowed  I  will  be  able  to  pay  you  off.  " 

"  Now  that's  a  really  clever  idea,  "  said  John.  "  By  that 
process  I  would  be  enriched  by  half  as  much  more  of  nothing 
than  I  have  now.  I  don't  want  any  more  gold.  I  now  have  all 
of  the  gold  produced  on  this  island  and  even  if  I  doubled  it  or 
quadrupled  it,  it  would  not  do  me  any  good,  unless  I  used  it. 
So  far  its  only  use  has  been  an  excuse  for  me  to  give  away  my 
products  to  you.  "  He  paused.  "  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Dick, 
I  will  give  you  every  bit  of  the  gold  that  I  have,  but  on  one 
condition.  " 

"  What  is  that?  " 

"  That  you  wont  ask  me  to  sell  you  anything  for  it.  " 

"  And  wouldn't  that  help  a  lot !  "  said  Dick.  "  If  you  don't 
want  it  then  I  don't  want  it,  and  I  don't  see  that  it  is  worth 
anything.  " 

"  That's  the  answer,  "  said  John,  "  so  let's  start  all  over 
again.  " 

"  Well,  "  proposed  Dick,  "  perhaps  there  is  a  silver  mine.  " 

"  Now  don't  try  that  one,  "  said  John.  "  Whenever  gold 
is  not  performing  as  desired,  someone  always  yells  for  silver. 
You  know  perfectly  well  that  you  and  I  have  no  use  for  silver, 
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even  if  you  could  find  it,  unless  perhaps  to  make  a  few  knives 
and  forks.  And  we  might  just  as  well  use  the  gold  for  that.  " 

"  You  are  completely  discouraging,  "  said  Dick.  "  Suppose 
then  we  issue  some  money  to  represent  the  gold?  We  could 
each  have  our  own  money  and  each  have  half  of  the  gold  supply 
to  back  it  up.  " 

"  The  kid's  clever,  "  said  John.  "  If  the  gold  isn't  useful, 
how  can  the  money  which  represents  it  be  useful?  " 

"  But  back  home  we  had  money,  and  I  might  say  that 
when  we  had  it,  it  was  very  useful.  " 

"  Right,  —  but  after  our  little  experiment  here  I  see  the 
answer  to  that  one.  Money  is  only  useful  in  settling  the  balance 
of  trade,  and  if  the  trade  is  permanently  out  of  balance  the 
money  isn't  useful  at  all.  " 

"  What  does  all  that  mean?  "  asked  Dick. 

"  It  means  this.  Let's  suppose  that  besides  you  and  me  there 
were  a  Mr.  X  on  this  island.  I  sell  to  you  my  things  which  you 
want,  and  you  sell  to  Mr.  X  your  things  which  he  wants.  Mr.  X 
will  settle  with  me  directly  or  through  you  with  what  we  call 
money.  Then  if  I  don't  want  anything  of  yours  and  you  don't 
want  anything  belonging  to  Mr.  X,  and  that  situation  continues 
for  a  long  time,  obviously  I  would  have  all  the  money.  If  that 
money  were  backed  by  your  gold  nuggets,  I  would  have  all  the 
gold.  Which  is  exactly  where  you  and  I  are  today.  " 

"  Yes,  that  seems  simple  enough,  "  said  Dick. 

"  But  what  is  not  so  simple,  "  said  John,  "  is  when  you 
multiply  Mr.  X  by  a  thousand  or  a  million.  Yet  the  principle 
is  the  same.  And  it  makes  no  difference  whether  you  and  I 
and  Mr.  X  are  individuals,  or  are  the  collections  of  individuals 
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which  we  call  a  country.  No,  using  something  as  money  is  not 
the  solution.  I  am  going  to  throw  the  whole  lot  of  gold  in 
the  river.  " 

"  And  then  what?  " 

"  Then  we  will  have  to  divide  between  us  in  some  way  the 
products  which  we  manufacture.  Otherwise  we  are  at  an  impasse. 
So  long  as  each  of  us  produces  everything  that  each  of  us  wants 
and  that  our  gnomes  can  consume,  neither  of  us  can  produce 
with  the  greatest  efficiency.  We  will  have  to  live  our  lives 
entirely  alone  in  the  business  sense.  We  might  as  well  be  on 
two  separate  islands,  instead  of  where  we  can  cooperate  and  help 
each  other.  " 

They  shook  hands  on  that  conclusion,  and  finally  agreed 
to  a  division  of  the  respective  industries  which  each  would 
carry  on  exclusively,  including  however  a  careful  distribution 
of  food  production,  so  that  each  would  have  his  own  supply  of 
certain  essentials  of  nourishment. 

"  We  must  not  allow  either  one  of  us  to  have  a  hold  so  that 
he  can  starve  the  other  fellow  out.  " 

"  Right,  "  said  Dick,  and  waved  good-bye. 

Each  turned  in  that  night  with  more  contentment  than  he 
had  enjoyed  in  many  years. 


*        * 
* 


Under  this  regime  the  dynasties  on  each  side  of  the  river 
progressed  harmoniously,  and  successfully,  for  many  seasons. 
When  efficiency  produced  more  things  more  cheaply,  each  would 


30 


benefit  by  their  exchanges,  until  each  had  all  of  the  particular 
convenience  which  his  desire  or  fancy  might  require.  Then  they 
agreed  to  divert  further  efficiency,  of  the  one  or  of  the  other,  to 
another  product. 

The  entente  worked  perfectly. 


ONE  day  they  met  again  in  John's  magnificent  home  on  the 
edge  of  the  sea.  After  congratulations  on  their  mutual 

success,  John  injected  a  serious  note. 

"  Dick,  a  most  extraordinary  thing  has  happened  this  year.  " 
"  What's  that?  "  asked  Dick,  finishing  his  whisky  highball. 
"  My  gnomes  have  found  out  how  to  make  other  gnomes.  " 
"  That's  odd.  Mine  have  recently  discovered  the  same 

thing.  " 

"  Well,  Dick,  then  we're  in  for  it.     My  old  gnomes  are 

putting  their  young  ones  on  the  heavy  work,  and  now  refuse  to 

work  all  the  time.  " 

"  Mine  haven't  done  that  yet,  but  perhaps  it's  coming.  " 
"  We'll  have  to  watch  this  situation  very  carefully,  "  said 

John  as  they  parted. 
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*         * 
# 


It  was  some  time  before  John  and  Dick  met  again.  They 
were  both  much  perturbed. 

"  Dick,  "  said  John.  "  I've  had  to  agree  with  the  more 
able  of  my  old  gnomes  that  for  a  certain  amount  per  month 
they  can  have  the  benefit  of  the  work  done  by  the  gnomes  which 
they  have  produced.  While  I  am  collecting  sufficient  revenue, 
I  haven't  much  control  over  the  situation  any  more.  " 

"  Yes,  "  said  Dick,  "  I've  noticed  that  those  old  gnomes 
which  you  sold  me  several  years  ago  are  becoming  more  and  more 
insolent.  The  increase  in  our  gnome  population  seemed  to 
stimulate  and  increase  our  prosperity.  I  supposed  it  was  because 
there  were  more  producers  and  more  consumers,  and  I  was 
inclined  to  encourage  the  old  fellows  to  produce  as  many  new 
gnomes  as  they  could.  But  I  fear  I  am  heading  for  trouble.  " 

"  Yes,  "  said  John.  "  I  would  go  a  little  slow  about  that. 
These  fellows  are  becoming  too  aggressive.  I  am  going  to  cut 
down  on  their  gasoline  supply.  " 

They  parted  with  the  pledge  that  they  would  watch  and 
wait,  and  act  in  harmony  to  meet  their  common  problem. 


*        * 
* 


Months  passed.  Dick's  gnomes  were  multiplying  and  pros 
pering  with  incredible  rapidity.  While  they  were  paying  him 
in  tribute  all  he  could  possibly  use,  the  gnomes  were  trading 
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directly  with  the  others  on  John's  side  of  the  river.  It  was 
increasingly  difficult  to  control  their  activities  or  even  to  keep 
them  within  the  agreement  which  he  had  made  with  John  for 
non-competitive  production. 

John  had  similar  problems.  He  had  weakened  his  position 
considerably  in  trying  to  control  the  old  gnomes  by  restricting 
their  supply  of  gasoline.  They  were  soon  producing  for  themselves 
an  essence  the  secret  of  which  they  had  learned  from  the  gnomes 
on  Dick's  side  of  the  river. 

One  evening  Dick  appeared  unexpectedly  in  John's  library. 
He  was  all  excited. 

"  Things  are  in  a  terrible  state  on  my  side  of  the  river ! 
My  gnomes  have  been  so  busy  and  have  produced  so  fast  that 
they  now  have  factories  of  their  own  and  are  practically  running 
everything.  They  consult  me,  but  it  is  quite  obvious  that  they 
think  they  know  much  better  than  I  what  should  be  done.  " 

"  Same  here  only  worse,  "  said  John.  "  They  have  started 
producing  everything  contrary  to  the  agreement  which  you  and 
I  made  several  years  ago.  They  are  obsessed  with  the  idea  that 
they  can  produce  cheaper  at  home  those  things  which  they  have 
been  buying  from  you.  " 

"  Damn !  "  said  Dick,  "  That's  bad !  And  each  new  lot  of 
gnomes  is  more  progressive  and  independent  than  those  before. 
The  old  robots  you  sold  me  long  ago,  -  -  some  of  the  first  ones 
you  made,  -  -  seem  to  have  a  recollection  of  what  you  and  I 
went  through  when  each  of  us  produced  everything  we  wanted 
and  could  not  trade.  Well,  the  new  gnomes  which  those  old 
fellows  produced  are  now  telling  them  that  they  are  old-fashioned 
and  don't  know  what  they  are  talking  about.  The  old  fellows 
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are  almost  as  worried  about  the  situation  as  you  and  I  are.  " 

"  Dick,  that's  one  thing  which  encourages  me.  Those  old 
robots  who  are  letting  the  others  do  the  work  and  at  the  same 
time  are  thinking  that  the  island  is  going  to  the  dogs,  may  be 
our  salvation.  You  and  I  must  help  them.  " 

"  Right,  "  said  Dick. 

"  My  gnomes  apparently  are  not  reproducing  as  fast  as 
yours,  "  continued  John,  "  but  some  of  them  are  clever  and  are 
trying  to  become  capitalists.  Only  the  other  day  I  found  that 
they  had  set  up  a  bank.  I  guess  some  of  them  must  have  found 
that  old  gold  supply  which  I  dumped  into  the  river.  Anyhow, 
they  put  some  gold  in  a  bank  and  are  now  issuing  money.  " 

"  Well,  "  said  Dick.  "  We  might  as  well  take  it  philoso 
phically.  I  fear  that  our  peaceful  little  kingdoms  are  soon  to 
be  seething  republics.  " 

"  Then  we'll   have  to  get  ourselves  shipwrecked  again,  ' 
sighed  John. 


IT  was  many  years  before  John  and  Dick  were  able  to  get 
together  again. 

There  had  been  a  terrible  fracas  on  both  sides  of  the  river. 
In  fact,  a  real  war  had  broken  out.  It  wasn't  very  clear  just 
what  it  was  all  about,  but  so  far  as  Dick  could  gather  from  the 
elder  robots,  the  denizens  on  his  side  wanted  to  sell  to  the  robots 
on  the  other  side  what  those  on  the  other  side  would  not  buy. 
Since  the  others  would  not  buy,  his  robots  decided  to  make 
them  buy,  -  -  and  there  they  were.  So,  with  much  clashing 
and  slashing  of  steel  and  grinding  of  gears  they  fought  it  out. 

The  excitement  being  all  over,  John  called  to  see  Dick, 
theoretically  to  settle  the  peace,  but  really  to  tell  Dick  how 
sorry  he  was  that  their  robots  had  been  so  indiscreet. 

"  Let's  forget  it,  "  said  Dick. 

"  Agreed,  "'  said  John,  "  but  can  you  figure  out  who  got 
the  better  of  this  row?  " 
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"  That  depends  on  how  you  view  it.  Most  of  the  fighting 
was  done  on  your  side,  and  quite  a  bit  of  your  property  has  been 
destroyed.  ' 

"  Right,  "  said  John,  "  but  there  are  an  awful  lot  of  your 
busted  robots  lying  around  on  my  side.  " 

"  Well,  maybe  that  evens  it  up,  and  maybe  it  doesn't,  - 
I'm  sure  I  don't  know.  " 

"  Anyhow,  Dick,  your  robots  gave  up  the  scrap  and  went 
home.  My  robots  are  very  indignant  and  their  council  of  war 
or  whatever  they  call  it  has  asked  me  to  collect  damages  from 
you  for  the  property  destroyed.  If  you  wont  pay  they  propose 
to  come  over  and  destroy  your  property.  " 

"Do  they  want  materials  to  build  with?  " 

"  No,  they  want  money.  " 

Dick  grinned.  "  Well,  that's  easy,  "  he  said.  "  I  haven't 
much  money  but  I  will  give  you  my  note.  " 

John  laughed.  "  Years  ago,  you  put  that  over  on  our  old 
gold  transaction.  You  remember  what  happened !  But  these 
gnomes  with  their  complicated  ideas  probably  wont  know  the 
difference.  Give  me  your  note  and  I  can  probably  fix  it  up.  " 

"  With  pleasure.  "  said  Dick,  "  Then  my  gnomes  will  have 
all  the  fun  of  selling  yours  the  things  they  need  to  rebuild  their 
devastated  properties,  and  thus  become  prosperous.  You  and 
I  will  have  the  fun  of  seeing  your  gnomes  pay  my  gnomes  by 
handing  back  the  note  which  I  am  giving  you  today.  " 

"  I  wonder  if  they  will  see  the  joke?  "  mused  John. 


Here  stoppeth  our  Fable. 


The  Moral 

Produce  efficiently,  —  but  let 
the  other  fellow  make  and  sell 
you  something  in  exchange! 
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